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of trips made on and off the base.
After spending one night at Clark, we motored another one
hundred and twenty miles north to the Mountain Province and the
city of Bagnio where John Hay Air Base is located. We passed
through many more of the same native-type barrios including Tarlac,
which was rumored to have been the center of Communistic activity
on Luzon. The elevation then began to change until it attained a
height of five thousand feet above sea level in less than thirty miles.
This lush province was not reached without many hair-raising
experiences on a precarious mountain road. It was not uncommon
to have to wait for the Igorots to remove a slide of dirt and rocks in
order to proceed on our way. Of greatest relief to us was the escape
f rorn the oppressive heat of the lowlands. As we gained altitude, the
temperature
dropped from the nineties to the seventies, and the
vegetation changed from jungle to pine. The people even appeared
to be more energetic. \Ale soon learned that the Igorot came from a
very hard working tribe, and his ability to scrap a living from the soil
here was more astounding than that of the lowlander. As one watched
him literally hang on the mountain side while plowing, planting, 01"
harvesting, one wanted to get out and give a word of encouragement.
It was our close association with these people during our last year in
the Philippines that has made me say, with emphasis, "I'll take the
highlands."

The Searchers
Pat Fitzgerald
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worry about us, as the elder generations have
worried about their of f.spring since time itsel ~ begc~l~. They
worry because we are silent, because our rebellions, If we are
really rebelling at all, do not take place openly, nor do they come to
a head. We are too quiet. \/Ve do not roar; in fact, we hardly seem
to rumble. 'liVe are different from any of the youth that has passed
before us. Superficially
we may seem lethargic, but look a little
closer. liVe are really quite active, for our way of life is a search.
Unlike our parents, the younger generation of the Roaring Twenties,
we do not feel a need to break all conventions.
There are few
rules left to be broken and flaunted in the faces of our elders. Besides, they are rarely shocked by the younger generation any more.
'liVe do not really know what our goals are. Vie have yet to find them
and to find ourselves.
The silent generation was born in the midst of a depression and
the beginnings of a war that were to change the whole Iife of the
American people. As yet, the world has not settled down. Rather
than becoming stabilized, the world still rocks with the repercussions
of the changes it has undergone. Fear and tension surround us everywhere. V-le fear complete annihilation; we fear failure; we fear fate.
itself. And so we intensely search for a place to belong. Sometimes
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our quest may seem foolish and pointless to those outside our age
bracket. Sometimes it seems foolish to us, too. vVe waste many hours
"redding around," driving a certain aimless pattern. We are looking
for trouble, danger, and excitement, but mostly we are just looking.
On the other hand, we listen, observe, and study, searching. More
of us attend colleges and universities in quest of knowledge than ever
before. But because we fear life itself and all the dangers it may
hold, we are skeptical and distrustful, so we adopt no heroes nor
idols, nor do we commit ourselves to anyone belief.
vVe want someplace to belong, someplace where we feel secure.
'We do not enjoy being questioned and looked upon with suspicion.
We are looking for someone who will accept us for what we are,
instead of trying to dissect us and giving up when the job is botched.
But the older generation eternally wants to know why, so we assimilate what we hear and see and learn and keep our ideas within us
until we can be sure of why ourselves. First we must find our own
sense of values. vVe need to find our place in this fluid society.
For us, security does not mean world-wide acclaim. vVe have no
desires to climb mountains, swim channels, or discover continents.
These things have already been accomplished. vVe merely want a good
home and enough money to keep us comfortable.
Often we seek a
higher education not for the knowledge involved but for the security
college degrees offer. vVe are very self-conscious.
vVe have, as a
group, adopted no cause. \Ve have no commitments other than those
to ourselves. vVe feel we must find out what we are, and so our life
is a search for the answers. Until we feel sure of ourselves, our place,
and our goals, we must guard against the poking and the prying
and the criticisms of our elders.
The older generation accuses us of too much tolerance. But we
cannot be intolerant when we are not sure within ourselves what is
right and what is wrong. \Ve are called apathetic. But we cannot
take a stand on something whose relationship to ourselves we have
not fully explored. Thus our studying is not for the pleasure of
knowledge in itself, but a search for ~he answers to the unsolved
riddles within us. Just as we are on the brink of adult life, we are on
the brink of a new world and a new way of life. The con fusions of
the world are our con fusions. When we understand ourselves, our
goals, our rnotives, and our clesires, we will understand each other.
Then we will no longer need the protective covering of silence.

Dull, Duller, Dulles
Sam Stegman
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is technically one hundred sixty-eight years
old; it is, compared to other civilizations, just in its adolescence.
I often wonder, however, even at this tender age. if our brief
period of supremacy is not due for a sudden change. Coming events
cast their shadows before them, and today our rich land is crossed
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